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	Penderwicks: Pirates of the Caribbean AU

Jeffrey Tifton stood at the bow of the ship, hands in pockets. He was absent-mindedly gazing at the fog, whistling a popular pirate tune. It was kind of eerie, and most of the crew were speaking in low murmurs as if the thick gray atmosphere was effecting their spirits. The words of the song he was whistling came to mind along with the tune.

"Drink up me hearties." Jeffrey thought, "Yo ho."

A sudden hand grabbed Jeffrey's shoulder, causing the young boy to jump. It would appear that the fog was beginning to get to him too.

"Quiet, lad." The shipman who had grabbed Jeffrey's shoulder hissed, "Cursed pirate ships travail these waters. You don't want to bring them down on us, do ya?"

Jeffrey couldn't decide if the sailor was serious or not. He appeared the former.

"Mr. Domatos that is quite enough." Lieutenant Pearson snapped at him.

"He was whistling a pirate song, Sir." Damatos said in a strangled whisper, "That's bad luck, especially in this unnatural fog."

"You're concerns are duly marked." The lieutenant said in a haughty tone, "Back to work."

"Aye, Lieutenant" Mr. Domatos appeared to be disgruntled, probably because Pearson was a great deal younger than himself.

"I think it would be exciting to see a pirate." Jeffrey said boldly, his green eyes flashing and his brown hair whipping about in the tiny breeze.

"They're vile creatures." Pearson gave the boy a condescending smile, that Jeffrey didn't care for, "Scurvy black dogs. I intend to give every man who sails under the black flag, what he deserves. A short drop and a sudden stop."

Jeffrey looked questioningly to the the older seaman with grey bushy sideburns. Damatos pantomimed a choking gesture with his handkerchief. As if he was being hung. Jeffrey shuddered.

"Lieutenant Pearson! I must beg you to leave off putting such things in my son's head." Jeffrey's mother fussed as she moved over to his side.

"It's terrible bad luck to have a woman aboard." Jeffrey heard Damatos mutter, he saw the suspicious sailor cross himself.

"As you wish, Mrs. Tifton." Pearson adjusted his powdered wig and moved back to the helm.

"I actually find it very fascinating, Mother." Jeffrey informed her.

"And that is what scares me." Mrs. Tifton fussed with Jeffrey's necktie, before moving on to follow the lieutenant and pester him about how filthy the ship was.

Jeffrey leaned on the ship rail, staring at the mesmerizing grey waters rippling below. He found the ocean oddly hypnotizing and soothing. Suddenly, a strange object floated past. Jeffrey squinted at it in amazement. It was a woman's pink parasol. Before Jeffrey had time to register if he was really seeing the umbrella, something else drifted along into view. A tiny flotsam with, was that-?!

"A girl!" Jeffrey exclaimed loudly, pointing, "It's a girl and a boy! Floating on the water!"

Everyone rushed forward to see. There on the tiny raft was a little toddler crying, with the prone body of a girl who had her arm's wrapped around him.

"Man overboard!" A few sailors called out.

"Quickly, bring them aboard!" Pearson ordered.

The sailors obeyed in a flash, two of them climbing down onto the raft, and handing the two children up to the others.

"She's still breathing." One of the sailors called in relief after checking the girl's pulse. Another tried to soothe the little boy.

"Mary, mother of God!" Jeffrey along with everyone else turned to the cursing Damatos in curiosity. The man only pointed out to sea in quiet horror. There off the starboard side loomed a flaming, crackling ship. Smoke billowed, and it looked a terrifying foreboding sight, especially in the nightmare-like fog.

"M-most likely the powder magazine." Lieutenant Pearson tried to remain cool at the threatening sight, "Merchant vessels run heavily armed."

"A lot of good that did em." Scoffed Damatos. Everyone looked at him. "What? I'm just stating the truth. We all know what it is that done it. Pirates."

"Surely not." Mrs. Tifton laughed nervously, but she was pale, "It was probably just an accident. Right?"

"Rouse the captain immediately." Pearson ordered, his voice nervous, "Heave to, and take in the sail. Send out the longboats."

Jeffrey made his way over to the unconscious girl, and looked down at her in fascination.

"Jeffrey." His mother's voice was shaking, "Stay with her for now."

He knew his mother just wanted him to be tucked away safely, but Jeffrey didn't really mind; so, he only nodded obediently. One of the sailors brought the crying little boy down below decks, most likely to give him something to eat.

Jeffrey stared at the soaking wet girl, who was oddly enough dressed in boy's clothes. He had never seen a girl in boy's clothes before. He reached out and brushed a strand of her blonde hair out of her face. With a sudden jerk the girl shot up and grabbed his wrist. She was gasping heavily as if terrified. Jeffrey collected himself after his sudden start and comforted her.

"It's okay." He assured the girl, "My name is Jeffrey Tifton"

"B-Ben!" She exclaimed.

Jeffrey took it that she meant the toddler.

"He's fine." He told her, "What's your name?"

"Skye." Her blue eyes were wild, "Skye Penderwick."

"I'm watching over you, Skye." Jeffrey said bravely.

The girl, her energy spent, calmed down and drifted back off into a state of unconsciousness. On closer examination, Jeffrey noted something clenched in her hand, it looked like a necklace. Jeffrey pulled it from her strong clutch. It was a gold medallion with the engraving of a skull and crossbones.

"You're a pirate!" Jeffrey's eyes widened.

"Has she awakened?" Pearson's voice made Jeffrey jump guiltily. He couldn't tell the Lieutenant her secret, he'd hang her.

"Y-yes." Jeffrey stammered holding the medallion behind his back, "Her name is Skye Penderwick."

"Very well." Pearson motioned to two men, "Bring her below."

Jeffrey went back to his previous position at the bow, and glancing around to make sure no-one was looking, he pulled out the medallion. He examined the object with a furrowed brow, wondering at why a girl his own age would bear such an item. Suddenly, as if the evil coin had summoned it, a black ship floated in through the fog. The ship was dark as night, and it's black sails were tattered with holes. The thing that caught Jeffrey's horror, though, was its flag. For it bore the foul skull and crossbones that could only promise death!

.

.

And then Jeffrey woke with a start. His mind raced, why had he just dreamed about that day? Breathing heavily, he stared at the guttering candle on the nightstand next to his bedside. With a sudden resolve he got out of his bed, and seizing the candle he began to rummage about in the nightstand's top drawer. He pulled some papers out, and then seizing the drawers false bottom he lifted up the piece of wood. He stared at the dust-coated bottom of the drawer and the single object resting there. Almost cautiously, Jeffrey picked up the medallion and rubbed the dust off. The skull grinned up at him.

An abrupt knock on the door had Jeffrey stringing the medallion around his neck and tucking it under his shirt.

"Jeffrey? Jeffery are you awake yet?" He heard his mother ask, "It is rather late, Dear. You haven't forgotten about Pearson's ceremony today have you?"

"I-I'm up, Mother." Jeffrey called, "I'll be down in a minute."

"Alright, but be quick, Darling."

Jeffrey sighed as he heard his mother walk away. Sitting down at the edge of his bed, he eyed the medallion thoughtfully, as if contemplating putting it back into the draw.

* * *

><p><strong>'ey? What's this? Funny you should ask. Remember when I was half way through my first Penderwick fanfic, I mentioned a Pirates of The Carribean AU. Now, I'm finally putting it out there. I really hope you guys like it. <strong>


End file.
